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war without fighting. Then one day it will begin. The sky will be filled
with bombing aeroplanes. The German tanks will move. It will be the
beginning of hell on earth with every destructive weapon vomiting out
steel. . , ."
"Very strange!" I said. I thought it was just his phantasy. What he
told me made no deep impression on my mind. But what he told me was
what happened. Looking back on that conversation I am astonished
that he told me so much.
Now he is dead.
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So IT CAME
One afternoon Wolff von Dewal and his wife, Elfa, sat at the tea table
in the big lounge of the R.A.C. A little orchestra was playing but
presently it ceased and the wireless was turned on. A series of official
messages was broadcast. They were to do with the evacuation of school
children from London. All arrangements had been made in case of
need.
"This is, terrible!" said Elfa. "I don't think I can bear it."
She turned very pale and whispered to my wife.
She and her husband were under orders to go at any moment.
A young waiter in the tea room spoke to me.
"I'm an Austrian. I suppose I shall have to go back. No doubt if I go
back I shall be killed. Nevertheless I shall have to go.'*
"It will only be for a long week-end," said Wolff von Dewal; "I am
told at the Embassy that it will only be for a long week-end,"
It was the last time we saw them. He rang me up before going and
repeated that phrase.
"It will only be for a long week-end. Auf WiedersehenT
In my house at Shamley Green we listened to Chamberlain's de-
claration of war. He spoke with the voice of a broken-hearted man.
"So it has come!" said Agnes.
We looked into each other's eyes. She was in ill health but I did not
know that she was dying, my beautiful and beloved Agnes.